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We start and end our lives knowing nothing, everything else is based on fleeting memories. 

What we remember is uncertainty and it makes us strong. At our lowest the darkness gnaws away at us and 
it is ugly, it corrupts us. 

But what | recollect is, the emptiness only enhances certain events, places, makes them solid so | can write 


about them now and know they exist, hear by the sound of Axl's voice | have not made them up. 


Could have been yesterday except it isn't because walking along, in the windshield of a Cadillac we look different; 
thin and fragile, 

likable, meaning; we like each other. 

This thought is the sense of nostalgia that keeps me up at night. Everyone has a numbness just like it, here's 


mine: 


| am told there is a riot forming and Axl is involved. And in these earlier days, we have no body guards and we 
hide behind dirty plaster boards in some old motel, where water seeps through, vermin crawls. Now, we are 
waiting there for Axl but I'm not sure he 


knows where we are. We look at the time once, twice, then Duff goes out to find him. 


Eventually, Duff brings him back. 

The sky outside is tainted with a dirty yellow, can't tell if the sun's rising or setting. There's an oncoming 
storm. Weather's 

all weird. Electric static. 

Axls in a bad way, not sure what he's had. In the shower for hours, we take turns checking on him, knocking, 
tells us to get fucked. 

Comes out calling for me, | say: "Hey." 


Get told to shut up, words followed by an apologetic look, he's off to sleep. So am |. 


| made soup, dude, you want some soup?" Steven charges in. The bowl's overflowing with water and raw 


carrots. 


| take some out of politeness. Axl's pokerface is a warning but Steven pushes: 
"Axl, man, have some, it's healthy! Freshly made yesterday." 

Axl shakes his head, silent. 

“Come on! Eat some soup!" 


"| don't want no fucking soup, fucker!" 


Exit Steven. | shoot up. Axl's confused, Duff helps him make sense of things: 

"Found you on the bridge, this guy was tryin’ to push you off." 

Axl remembers a dozen "fuck offs" he yelled across a road at noone but still someone came at him. 

Got a black eye. Can't do photo shoots and I'm sure being chased is being discussed in some detail, Duff leaves 


but.. 


Must have taken a bad trip, | wake up to Axl, hands on this rusty mirror on the wall, talking to himself, 
something: it's 

his only real friend anyway; it never lies, screams: you're sex at him, reassures him everyday. | slowly turn to 
see the window open, rainy breeze, wet patch on the faded carpet. Axl notices my movement, vacates. | crawl 
and pull the lock shut, drown out the shitty electro beat coming off from the street. | close the curtain, petty 
arguments in the corridor, a door slams. 

Another opens; mine. Duff again: 

"Wanna jam?" 

Always up for that. Sure. Lose track of time in his company, sequence of chords we're making up. Catch my 
shampoo on him, caught it 


before on Axl. Thinking; buy your own. 
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"Hit it high. Hit it low. | don't care. Hit it hard." 


Drugs won't let anyone. Rehearsal is failing and Axl's the only one sober: 


"Fuck, hit any note." 


Steven's attempt to play his drum makes him topple and nearly knock it over: 


"Christ 


| think my string broke," | say but it hasn't. Woah. | don't think | want to be here right now. | stumble off 


stage. Axl screams for me to get back up there. 
I'm laughing silently, knocking chairs about trying to get to the exit and then I'm outside. 
Everyone cheers for no apparent reason, except Axl. 


| hear him wail a couple of lines off tune, then he gives up, scrambles after me. Don't really want him to. It's 
cold outside, sleet and frost, debris being blown all over: 


"Fuckass weather," groans Axl. 


| feel like I'm sinking into concrete with each step. | sigh. Axl looks mad but the words that come out are calm: 
"Not coming back, eh?" 

"Man, lm bleeding all over the place." 

"No, you're not. Let's go inside already." 

"No way, dude, zombie apocalypse in there." 


"Freaking moron," Axl growls. | manage to smile. 


Silence. The wind drags on metal chains on the windows, swings the front door open. It's drowned out by Duff's 
bass and a high hoot and a screech performed by Slash: 

"girls are preeeeeetty." 

"Sounds like death," | wince. 

"Yo, next Axl Rose in the making," comes Duff's cheerful voice. 

"| ran out of.." Steven's slurring of words, "of... of.. the snorty stuff." 


I'm really entertained, | totally forget about Axl, I'm somewhere really fun! When | snap out of it, Axl's gone: 
"You never stay long enough," | find myself whispering. | walk off. 


Maybe the gate is stuck or maybe my hands are shaking too much. | compose myself, then jump up and over 
the fence, tearing my jacket. 


Cars passing by, night time's settling. My watch says it's somewhere around 4, seems later. Back to the hotel | 
waltz, murmuring 


| have lost my guitar, but it's well worth it if they used it in killing the enemy. 


Next time we're preparing for a small gig, it ends a similar way. Duff and Steven are swaying to a recording of 
Nightrain, 
Slash is downing Jack Daniels in the background: 


"This brings back memories!" Duff laughs. 

| know, right!" Steven agrees. 

"| was jamming to this shit when | was a kid.. | can't remember who it was by...” 

"Us, you douche!" Axl interjects. 

"Get out, Rose.." Slash burps quietly. Some swear words are exchanged and Indiana is mentioned. Then Axl 
convinces me to leave with him, he tells me | get him, suggests we try and compose a song or two. But that's 


not what | have in mind. 
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Twenty minute walk and I'm climbing up the slope to the top. Whiskey, lots of it. From here | can see distant 
city lights, flicker, high rises, factories. 


Hear sirens, crime, ugly down town. Axl's aftershave plus dark rum, moving nearer, over the edge and next to 
me. Brittle silence, 
Axl breaks it: 


"Can we go now?" 


Sound of misery. | spin to find him close, very close; he's shivering, its not even that cold and l'm happy, | 
simply don't care. Drink, drink, drink 


I'm crouched on this hill side till two or three in the morning. Never ask but he stays with me. 


Home. Or is it? Has a bed. | fumble around for my keys, suddenly | agree, it's freezing. Get inside. Warmth 
radiates. Air is heavy with incense from nights before. Something does not belong here though. | look to my 
left, Axl: 

"Why are you in my room? Go away." 

"No," he snaps. 


I'll be fine in the morning but now, think I've overdone it, under the influence; pressurized. Just don't want him 


around. 


There appears to be something developing | can't describe, his tone has changed, when he speaks the topics 


have changed. To his soul, to years of friendship, to what | mean He sleeps in my room three nights in a row. 


Fourth right goes like this: 


Bedtime. Washing my face and jabbing a toothbrush into my mouth, staring at my own dull, tired expression 
Behind me, Axl 

steps over to the bath tub, bracelets and layers of clothes falling. He looks over his shoulder, notices me 
watching. l'm not staying. 


| hear Axl sing. The old clock on the wall indicates it's late, seemingly ticks in tune with Axl's song. | tug at the 
laces, kick my boots off, and fall backwards, beat the dust 


out of the pillows, lie down. Once more, conclude place seems a bit rundown, doesn't bother me much. 
Axl disagrees, comes in cursing; a spider crawls through a gap and scuttles off. 


| reach to switch off the small lamp next to the bed. Axl's feeling around in the dark. 
The mattress shifts. By the window, moth eaten blankets draped over two empty chairs mean Axl's in my bed. 
An invasion of space | both 


embrace and hate. 
"Wake me at rine," Axl grunts. Wake yourself; | yawn. Axl's rolling over, curling into me. 


He says he's cold but that's a lie. Warm hands pushing, fingers twisting into my shirt, over my head it flies. 
What's changed between us? 
He slings his arm over me, stops moving: "Wake me at nine?" 


Doesn't come out as an order this time. 


In some van rattling along desolate Portland and Axl's on the floor opposite with Steven sleeping and dribbling all 
over his shoulder. 
There's a long silence, Slash coughs loudly and strikes up a drunken monologue to which only Duff responds, 


with an occasional tired "ha." 


Some time passes with Slash mumbling on, we get out; piss stop. Slash stumbles into the ditch: 


"Oh my fuck." 


Duff leads the way to behind some shrubs, like a tour guide who knows where he's going. Freeway's empty, 
noone's gonna see anyway. 

Except, everyone is, shrieks Steven because Duff is there and Slash is there and we're all watching. Yeah. No. 
Maybe. Axl's face? No. 

We're not watching Steven. l'm watching Axl, he's watching me, slips his shades off. 

Staring competition, showdown? Focus on the tip of his nose. Bad move, going crosseyed. Axl's expression 
suddenly changes, he grins: 

"How much have you had, darlin?" 

Again, | catch something unfamiliar, vague and can't define it. He licks his lips, | lick mine. Duff and Slash return 
Steven's still roaming for a secluded 

place. 


Later, Axl, me, dreamlike: our arms touch, thighs touch. | shift. 


Memory of some importance: Steven's high, sets the pace. Afterwards Axl tells us it was too fast and Duff 


mentions chipmunks. But right now noone gives a fuck 


On stage and next to me, Axl's breath is something sweet, lose myself in his words and nearly mix up my own. 
Not that | have many. 


He spins off in a dance he's improvising and | get his hair in my face as he goes. Never miss a chord though. 


He circles Slash, takes his mic off the stand, throws it in the air, misses. A high pitched buzzing noise when it 
falls, breaks. 


Audience cheers. Like it's part of the song. Interlude and he gets another one. Sways around falling into Duff. 
We're all pretty strung out. 


Not the best performance but | just pick at my strings and retune slightly in rhythm with whatever's going 
on. Suddenly we're done. 
Backstage, Steven's attempting to spray deodorant all over, heat and adrenaline fade. We're left with each 


other's sweat and sleepiness, Axl's temper. 
Weeks pass, maybe a month, maybe two, all a blur. Playing, living, breathing, spinning, changing: 


Room heaves with alcohol and acoustic guitar. A tape ends and clicks loudly, noone turns it over. From the 
shadows comes a lazy sigh; Axl. 


| sip my beer, nice and cold and he crawls up behind me. 


Neon lights flicker and nearly go out, Axl taps them. We end up lighting candles. Shithole. Nothing works. But 
this wine we've just opened is good. Axl shoves his glass at me. | pour him some more. Thud. That's the empty 


bottle. 


Axl tilts his head to see it roll away, slides and leans into me: 

"Man. Finally just us two," he says. It's always just us two. You know. Can't seem to get away. Even when 
there's a crowd of people, 

asking: sign this, sign me, sign my life; listening to us play, aftermath, lighting up with one hand down our pants. 
Even then. Axl thinks differently. 


| shrug my shoulders and he looks up, stares at me. Creep. Awkward: 
"Quit it," | push at him. 


"Hmmm?" 


His eyes don't leave my face.. Suddenly everything about him seems intimidating. Every inch of skin he's 
showing makes me uncomfortable: 

"And put some clothes on," doesn't mean to come out but has, | fight back a blush and quickly add, "we're 
going out." 

"Don't wanna." 

"But we're going anyway," pull myself up and he half clings, half pins me down 

"No, we're not," he shakes his head. 


"We so fucking are." 


We get into a small fight. Axl's all, "Get the fuck off me," when I'm not even on him, snarling like a sissy and | 


cuss. 


He manages to spin me around and his whole weight comes down on my back, crushing and smothering. 


Then suddenly he's laughing: 
"I win," he hisses, smug, "we're going nowhere. You're going nowhere. One chance | get to be alone with you in 


months and you." he trails off, | wait a couple of seconds, "you're bleeding," he mutters. 


Do | care? No. Axl shifts and fidgets above me. Some tissues land on the pillow on my right. | just want him to 
climb off but he won't and when | struggle, he's got his knees on either side of me, they hold me in place. 
When he talks, his voice; relaxes. Don't even catch what he's saying. 


All | can think about is the friction we get when | move. 

So | wriggle and restrain a groan and another and a third. 

While I'm lost in my own head, he must have changed position slightly because his hair's all around me, his 
breath is hot on my neck, 

he's gonna say something. God, please don't say anything: 

‘lz, you having a seizure or what?" 

"No, you idiot.” 


Whole atmosphere changes in a matter of seconds. 


4: Axis High. 
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He sits there very still as his hands travel up my sides barely touching and end up on my shoulders. 

Must be thinking real hard on something, doesn't say a word for long moments, doesn't move away either. | 
half expect it but it comes as a shock anyway when he lifts himself up and grinds against me, kneads circles 
into my back, an unrehearsed massage: 


"I'm so drunk" 


| think he's exaggerating. But then again, | don't think anything. It's what lands him on his back and into my 


arms. Looks spaced out and confused. 


| think of the multiple positions | could have him in and use the first one, flinging him over the side of the 
couch. Something tells me he's not expecting it, he's trying to scramble away. | spit and dive in without warning 
and he yells, ‘fuck me, stop, or something equally contradicting. l'm already picking up speed. Again | hear ‘no’. 
Not like he doesn't want it. 


We fit. He's moving with me. 

But | roll with it. Everything he does in life has got to be melodramatic, so he's protesting. | pull back and he 
straightens himself against the wall: 

"Tease..." | begin 


He's motioning me closer again and | step forward. He slips an arm around my waist and mumbles something. 
Confusing, putting me off. Just wanna fly, just need to dream. 
Whatever it is he's trying to say, he can't word it so | tell him to stop talking. He does. 


I've got him against a faded floral pattern, he jumps up and hooks his legs around me. There is a shelf and the 
vases tip, dead flowers droop, dirty liquid spills, I'm back to force, rough, my head swims with the sound of his 
moans, but they're hollow. Observe: 

"| want... | want..." 


I'm thinking | don't care what he wants, we're both craze and sex and sweat and he's... tears? 


| come to a halt. Axl whimpers, clenches tight. | let him set a rhythm; different, slow, sensual, long open 
mouthed kisses, he initiates them, never breaks eye contact. 


| conclude all he wants is this burning tender.. Can't handle it. Look away and out the window, cracked thing, 


fast losing myself. But the stars, they're out, clear moonless sky and l'm with him, in him, all around him. 


Yeah. 


Think | locked the door when | left so Axl's like.. Who knows. There's always the bathroom window. Can get out 
through that. 


Up at Gardners, these whores are hanging out and they start up a conversation with Duff and |. Flair and 
charm and a handbag full of condoms. 


Don't appeal, my thoughts: heroin. Douse everything in flame. 
Vodka shots? No thanks. A spring digs into my back when | go down on Duff's shitty mattress. Blank. 


Next thing, Duff's leaning over me, telling me it's time to go, been here for a day or two. Realize most of this 
time I've spent in a stupor but he doesn't seem to be judging. Where's my shirt? 


We leave and get some food, then Slash joins us and we're strumming away at this crummy diner: 
"You know how you didn't show up for rehearsal?" goes Slash. No, we don't know. Slipped our minds: 
"Well, neither did Axl, so | guess it's postponed." 

"You guess?" 


"Well, | dunno. We waited for three hours." 
Getting negative vibes, guilt being one, for not going. But then I've had a grand time getting shit faced. 


Duff pops off, uses a payphone and comes back saying Axl's pissed off at all of us. What's new.. We're to 
collect Steven and go for band 

practice straight away: 

"What, now?" 


Ten to midnight we're setting up and ten to one we're on our own and Axl never appears. 


Ha. This happens four nights in a row. 
Axl tells us to turn up and we do, he doesn't; Steven's beginning to bitch. On the fifth night, Axl's there, only 
talking to Duff and in whispers. 


We're sat at the end of this long table, opposite, playing cards, finally: 

‘Loosen up, man," Slash shouts across. Steven quietly suggests we slip something in Axl's drink to help him out. 
Only, "Axl's got no drink," says Slash. 

"Get him one then!" 


They're opening something, spiking this beer with it. "Taste it," chuckles Steven. 
They think they're discreet, constantly muttering | should cover them. | blink. Whatever. 


"Taste it," urges Steven again. Haven't | already said: whatever? Mustn't have done. So | say it now: "Whatever." 


Steven slips out of his chair, takes three long strides and pushes a can in Axl's face. Unexpectedly. They talk, 


Axl accepts it. 

On return, Steven's laughing: 

"Oh dude, they're talking about you." 
"Who?" 

Steven nudges me lightly; "YOU." 
Great. 


| lose $10 at a poker game and then win it back However long this has taken is however long it has taken for 
whatever they put in Axl's drink to work. 
He and Duff are soon joining us, placing their own bets. 


Kind of turns into a childish game of Truth or Dare: 

"Don't go," they plead with me. 

"| dare you, | dare you.." Axl's laughing hysterically, bouncing in his seat, slamming things about. Steven 
splutters. Come to think of it, it does look kind of funny, all this crap flying about. Thankful the cups are 
plastic. 


"What did you give him?" Duff rolls his eyes. Steven winks like we're supposed to know. Axl snorts and squeals 
my name and it takes another two minutes for him to dare me to dance with him. 

Some bullshit is currently playing in the background. No. 

The next song that comes on is shit too. 


Then he's got me on my feet and | get tangled up and nearly fall, happening so fast. He's dragging us to the 
stage. 

His fingers run up my back and around my neck, twisting themselves in my hair. We're waltzing to some 
unknowns on the radio, they can't play a piano straight or hold a beat, fast, slow, fast, slow, sort of like us, Axl 
and |, and the love making. Did he just say ‘love making’? 


Oh man. Yeah, he says he loves me, calls me Jeff, calls me Izzy. Did | like it, did | like him, did | miss it, did | 
miss him, vomit. 


l'm covered in sick and headed for the exit. Goodnight. 


How many days have passed now? Three. And | don't have enough money for the laundrette. So it festers. 
Loved this shirt. Past tense ‘cause it's going in the trash. 

Message on my machine; hey, wanna hang? Axl. Real casual but I've got a redhead here already, using my 
shower, using my.. | fuck her, but | think of him. She ups and leaves and never calls me again. Axl? He's my 


best friend, yeah? 


| see him on the sidewalk outside this one club we sometimes perform at. He sees me in the reflection of a 


glass door and waits for me. We walk in together: 


"Listen," he starts but a loud ‘Hi, guys’ interrupts him. Slash approaches us and gestures us over to lines of 


coke where Duff and these girls are drinking Bacardi. | recognize some of these chicks. One of them has 


numerous SIl's. 


They all say hello, batting their eyelashes. | go straight for the wine bottle and they turn their attention back 
to Duff: 

"Listen," Axl taps me on the arm. What's up? 

"l. They... I'm sorry...” 


Tell him | don't care, lets just enjoy the evening, huh? Good tunes, "check out the bass," | say. I'm tipsy. 


And he's quiet so this one woman notices, she's off her head and she slips her fist out of view. Bad move. The 
table wobbles and when she leaves, she's limping away. Axl takes the bottle from me: 
"Let's go." 


In storage room he's tipping that wine down our throats and pulling out another one, takes my hand, unzips, | 
touch him. 

| don't mind, in the slightest. | just want to tell him it wasn't lovemaking but it doesn't come out; tingling, acidic 
breath, mingles 

into a kiss, | absorb his: 


‘| want you," with, "I know." 


Distant beat of some live band out there, cheering, leather rustling and he's freeing himself and sighing into 
my mouth but that's not love. That's lust. 

And percentage of drink. By now, he's becoming pretty vocal, his pleasure echoes and he's rolling his hips into 
mine; do me, Izzy. 

But too late. | use the sink and he makes inaudible sounds, then slouches to the floor. | crouch next to him, and 


we finish the wine. 


9: lazy\'s Sober. 
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Next time is also the last. It's after a show, white washed dressing room, big mirrors, cigarette smoke, 
slippery floor. 
I'm lying on a pile of clothes and Axl's over me, belts, buttons springing open, straddles me, rides me to and 


through bliss. 


Head thrown back, nails scraping down my chest, mine dig into his sides. 


"Slow down," my name hangs in his breath, heavy, drawn out, full of feeling | don't return, 


Later he'll tell people he's not this, that, they'll say he's homophobic but that's a lie, he's not scared of ME. 
Seems I'm helping him get over some stuff. 
Like a true friend? 


It's definitely one of the best I've had, skin's red raw. His cheeks are flushed, bloodied lip where he's biting 
down so hard. 
I've seen girls as pretty as him. 


There's the disco lights, turning, changing color somewhere above, distant drum or is it a heartbeat. | drag a 
thumb over and feel his pulse. 

He pulls and entwines, kisses the top of my palm, he won't hold. | won't either. I'll be saying no to him from now 
on. 

He's over. | am too. He hovers, glazed look, trembling, | let go, push at his knees; get off. But he's: "Iz," and all 
this incoherence. Hold him? No. No. 


He's not getting it and l'm in this suffocating embrace. 

"You're amazing." 

No, really, I'm not. Get dressed. | reach between us, trying to buckle up. He murmurs something about not 
hurrying, links our hands once more, | shake free. He tries again 

"Let go." 

Stings just a little, to see that smile fade, but still | insist "get off" 


What's wrong, he asks quietly, reaching for his jeans. Nothing's wrong. We're up and he's fixing his hair when 
Duff knocks, bringing in a crew of sluts. 


He flops down on the couch, all the blondes make themselves comfortable, smudged eye liner rubbing off on 


his white shirt, he opens a can. 
"You guys," smells like sex in here. We know. Axl flips, throws a hair brush and glass shatters. Anything he can 


grab is violently slammed into a wall or tossed at the people surrounding us. 


All these drunks are screaming, stumbling to get out. This fit he's having is nothing new to me. Or Duff. We 
watch him tear up costumes 

and break into boxes of nail varnish, scattering make up all around. He stomps off, kicking everything, rages out 
the door, slams it. 


Silence: 


"Beer?" 


Take a walk. With Duff. Another one. A third one, into fame. All five of us. Travel. Crowds unfold, fall apart 


hearing our sound. 


Don't know how it happens, where it begins, where it ends. Some people just captivate you, right? Doesn't last 
long, nothing does but you enjoy it and you feel it's for you, your reason, your explanation. Art spreads, paints 
this whole room, music, strangers become friends, friends become strangers sensing it, you value it but can't 
put a price on it: 

"Entry fee, actually.” 

Axl, please. Where's his insight tonight, gone with my cool. | take a moment outside to think about nothing in 


particular, when | return he's still talking but the words, they're no longer meant for me. 


b: Duff\'s Monologue. 
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Strangers follow me, follow us with cameras. One time Steven's with me, or two times, many times, who knows, 
we escape: 

"Have some," powder. Power, sizzling, hey, I'm inspired. Let's attempt something radical. Crash. Crash again. 
Steven: 


"Fix me up," tells me not to worry, "fuck. and rehab." 


But there is no rehab ‘cause we're at some photo session, | know | haven't seen the guys for a while now and 
on arrival | see Steven, high. 


Everything's still the same and.. 


Slash brings a bottle forward, | carry a small bag, Steven eyes it up: 
"Got any?" 


Duff's in the corner; Vodka, no beer. | think | stare too long ‘cause he faces me, stretches, knocks some 


glasses over, mouths "lz" from across the hall. In strides Axl. 


Get put in this group setting: "Over there," go to this bench like we're at school waiting to go into the 
Principle's office, it creaks under our weight: "Look like you're having fun!" 
Having a blast. Slash frowns: 


"Can we go now?" 


Man, that picture. Gets developed and first off, | notice Duff. All these months spent apart from the band and 


I've not been in touch. 


Miss his presence, ring him. He tells me he's composing a song, then: "Axl won't like it." 
Axl doesn't have to like it. Anyway, Duff continues: 

"Yeah but | want, maybe.. no. Maybe some lyrics, you know, match this? | want." 

"Tell you what / want," | interrupt. 

"What d'you want?" 


"| just want to hear it," | say, a little too eager. 


Anyway, l'm not really the one to talk to about what will or will not make the next 


album but for now Duff sharing this piece with me is enough, we agree he must bring it to Axl. Yeah, by the 
way, Axl. Still think about him a lot, last conversation, Axl: 

"Party. You're invited" 

"Right." 

"I'd like you to come." 


"Right" 


| didn't go. Duff did, says it was sweet. Met some girls, left with one. Axl and Slash were all over another. 
Threesomes? Cool. At least he's having fun. 


Duff and | unwind, consume a lot of alcohol, gets murky outside or could just be my vision Everything tilts: 
"Hey, lz" 

"Hmm?" 

"Love you, buddy," sure. Like | love the sun setting, have a lot of love for that. A lot of love for fresh air as 
well, nearly fall out of the window as | struggle to breathe, Duffs reaction sounds muffled: 


"Oh shit. Steady." 


| think he's holding me up. Or I'm holding him or both, still | lean backwards. Get a rush to my head, seeing LA. 
upside down: 


"Got you," he laughs nervously, pulls me back. 


He hints we've done it before but | really don't remember. But the way he touches me, there's a feeling of 
familiarity: 
"Duff?" | pause and he acknowledges me, "I won't forget this time." 


And | haven't. 


Its different. To Axl. Again, Axl: 
"S on your mind?" Duff shifts in this bed, | realize | haven't got the faintest idea whose house we're at, whose 
room this is, who's likely to walk in: 


"Axl?" 


Axl's not coming in, is he? Wait. Duff's still on about what's on my mind. Well. Axl, yes. | nod: 

"lts gonna be ok, dude, work itself out," glances down at me, | memorize that look, gives me something solid, 
gives me hope. Need to leave: 

"See you?" | don't know why | ask. | never usually bother. 

"Yeah," he winks. 


| wait for him to get in touch first. Again, not sure why. But he doesn’t. And still | wait. 


T: Axl\'s sober. 
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SEQUEL MAY FOLLOW 


Insert your usual disclaimer stuff here 


Strip club. | know it's Axl, see him venture in and out with someore, follow them to the parking lot. They get in 
a limo, ten minutes or so, they're out again, he's shouting at her, she looks confused. Axl spots me, I'm not 


exactly hiding, he gawps, then hurries over. 


Take each other in, crimson, he's all in crimson, studded boots, bracelets but the crimson, sort of matches his 


cheeks right now: 


H? 


No, I'm not jealous and, no, | don't get off on watching him screw white trash. Besides, the tinted windows: 
"You're cold and you're heartless," that really hurts, "and you're." he stops suddenly and looks around. ‘White 
trash’ is still there, ogling: 

"Fuck off. Please?" 


She does and trips in her stilettos but by then Axl's attention is back on me. My chest hurts where he's 
laying into me, | finally manage an: 

"Axl, stop." 

One final blow, he's panting and cursing, | hear an apology. Arms come around my neck, can't see his face, just 
hair, feel his head on my shoulder. 

Heavy breaths and sorries, l'm sorry too. He's crying: 

"What happened to us? What the hell happened to us??" his words weigh me down. This feeling is making me 
want to hug him back, | resist: 

"| don't know." 


| do though. The sex made him lose sight of our friendship. His loss of sight made me lose sight: 
"Was | that bad? What did | do wrong? W- What.." 


Duff says Axl confides in him from time to time. | can see why: 

"You mean the world to him, man," Duff has told me. Yeah, that's what's wrong. When someone makes you 
their world, they want you to give them a world 

in return Or some shit. Drag myself back into present and Axl's still here: 


"Hurts, Izzy, how do we fix?" 


"Write a song ‘bout it" 


He laughs, rings in my ears. Pleasant. | agree to meet the following day, we go to the beach. Popularity 
proceeds us along with hyper fans, 

autographs, says he always puts me first, words can be misleading. | move along, people stop me. My name 
here, my name there. 


Again, resume walking. Axl never acknowledges. 


Once more, | turn to Duff. Pretty women everywhere but he's not phased: "Iz, over here," and "I'm D.. Fud.. 


Duff McKa. n.. gan, this is F.. Izzy Stradlin" 


Somewhere along the line Slash and | get a girl, says it's what they do all the time. Axl and him. Three people; 


exciting or so | think when I'm on one. 


Soon I'm ready to quit. We do same old songs and there's too much sex, too many parties where | get 


claustrophobic and skulk off with Duff. 


On the balcony, temperature drops and he's pulling on this coat, his hair gets caught behind the collar. | free it. 
| don't know why this is significant. Maybe because he doesn't notice or react when | lean in close, he's gone 
too, lost him to alcohol. Take a peek over the ledge, Steven's sprawled out down near the pool, manic giggling; 


drugs. 


Everyone's escaping. To something that isn't music. More people outside, ignoring Steven, stepping over him. 
Axl's with them. Checks on 

Steven, swings his head from side to side and keeps walking. Band's failing. Our growing lack of care for each 
other is astounding. See Axl converse with Slash, down some shots, they look up, see us doing nothing in 
particular. 


This is long after the parking lot scene, l'm clean. Well. Cleaner. Slash and Axl motion me down. 


Epiphany. Call it a vision A break Could do with that: 
"Duff?" 
No reply. | don't bother again. 


Downstairs, air is scarce, smoke. Slash exhales stupidity and tries to catch my attention by falling over, Axl 
struts up. Missing out on this wet t-shirt do they've got going ‘cause he's drenched: 
"lz," his voice trembles, "Duff not joining us?" 


Us? 


Slash gets up and Axl's dragging us along. They're in the water and Slash says they're potential fuckbuddies 
‘cause look at their tits: 
"Fuck tits." he hickups. Tits sounds weak and could also be mistaken for ‘this’. Yeah, fuck this, | think | say: 


"I'm done." 


Slash french kisses some whore but Axl slaps him away. While Axl's kissing her, he's got his arm around me. 
Slash stoops to the floor. 

Three down, Steven, Duff, Slash, in that order. Two to go: 

"Back room?" 

He turns to me, questioning look. No, I'm not going with them. Oh yeah, | forget to mention, he's married by 
now. What of loyalty? 

Nothing. Four down; including me. Axl, last man standing: 

"l2?" 

"m out" 

He's not letting go. Comes in: 

"Hmmm, lz," silky tone. | retreat: 

"Out." 


"|22" 


